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To James, one thing was for certain; he felt like an idiot. 
He stared at the tiny white bag in his hand. It was so small sitting there in the center of his palm. 


He stared and wondered what he had to do. He'd seen Lars once, kneeling over a table and snorting the stuff. 
But he was sure that there was more preparation involved than just sucking it up into his nose. 


He turned it over again and again in his palm. It felt soft and fine. 


He thought back to the first-and last-time he'd smoked weed. It was when Lars and Dave were practically 
falling over each other laughing, having the fucking time of their lives. James sat across from their couch on 
his sunken, saggy easy chair, frowning at the stale can of beer in his fist. He looked to the joint Dave had 
pinched between his fingers. Watched them laugh. Watch Lars slump over against Dave while he giggled at 


something the ginger had said. 
He stood and took one long step to sit between them. 
"Let me try that" 


Dave and Lars looked at each other, eyebrows raised. Dave handed James the joint and stood to fetch another, 
leaving Lars to teach him what to do. 


"You gotta hold it in" 


James held his breath, his lungs burning, and he felt the burn start to rise up to his throat. He felt light- 
headed. 


"Um, James, you can probably stop now! 

He coughed horribly and Dave laughed, a new joint between his fingers. 

He felt stupid, but he took another hit. 

After a while, he turned to Lars and asked, "Why do you all smoke this shit?" Lars shrugged. 


And James decided that he didn't like it at all. He felt light-headed, sluggish, his lungs hurt, he was sure the 
cops were going to burst in at any moment, and he couldn't think straight. He never touched anything but 
alcohol after that. 


Yet there he was, sitting in his truck in the parking lot of the recording studio, holding a bag of cocaine. 


His mind flashed with images of Lars with Kirk; Kirk, who replaced Dave as Lars' drug buddy, the two of them 
laughing at some inside joke that only someone high off their ass could understand, having a good time, taking 
turns kneeling over the table with a twenty dollar bill rolled up into their nostrils. They looked dumb, but they 
also looked happy. James couldn't help but think of himself again in that lazy chair all by himself whenever 
Lars and Kirk did cocaine together, watching them off in their own little world only they shared. 


James thought he'd try again. Maybe this time, he could be in that new circle, since Lars didn't seem to enjoy 


bonding with him over beers as much anymore. 


Unease washed over him and he felt his stomach flip a little. He couldn't stop thinking about himself back in 
‘82, huddled up on the couch, glancing at the door every few seconds as everything happened in slow motion 
and a thousand miles away. How, even though he was high, he still wasn't on Lars and Dave's level. They were 


a thousand miles away, too. 


Would coke be any different? 


James tried to picture himself leaning over a table, snorting the white powder up his nose like an idiot, sniffling 
as if a gob of snot would trickle out at any moment. He pictured himself looking at Lars and Kirk, way higher 
than he was, too high to pay any attention to his sober ass. Pictured Lars laughing at him dribbling snot down 
his chin then turning to put his arm around Kirk. 


"Fuck," he sighed. This is stupid 


He glanced up at the studio, tried to peer inside. Lars was probably already high, a thousand miles away. James 
knew he would be wasting his time to ask Lars to snort it with him. Especially since he'd been too chicken to 
practice beforehand. All he could see was Lars laughing as he choked on pot smoke like he was some idiot 
middle schooler. 


"Fuckin stupid" 

He decided to just flush it down the toilet once he got in. It was a waste of money, money he could have spent 
on buying Lars and himself a few beers. That is, if he had the time for beer. Which he never seemed to these 
days. 


He felt sixteen again. 


